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resounded for hours with the crash of shell answering shell.
The Boer riflemen picked off the gunners, shot down the
horses, and concentrated their fire on the officers* There was
no life for man or beast, and the batteries were forced to get
further back to a much longer range. Nevertheless, our shells
were beginning to play havoc in the Boer trenches, and later
in the day Colonel Codrington, of the Coldstreams, and Major
Coleridge, of the North Lancashires, found a ford, and, cross-
ing the stream, established a strong position on the right flank
of the enemy.

The battle went on till the darkness of night hid foe from
friend, and when the morning came Cronje's army had dis-
appeared, the trenches were empty, the farmhouse deserted.
The Boers had fallen back once more to another line of hiUs.
Here they were-strongly reinforced, and Methuen's task had to
be done all over again before the road lay clear to Kimberley.

Methuen himself now received some welcome reinforcements,
Canada and Australia had sent contingents of loyalists to the
help of the mother-country. Our colonies were beginning to
respond to the call of kinship. In those days of danger they
were not going to look on idly while the nations mocked at us,
and men of the old race gave their blood for the cause of
Empire. Thus the Australians had cried to England ia the
words of one of their own poets:

1 Are we only an English market

Held dear for the sake of trade ?
Or are we a part of the Empire,

Close welded by hilt and blade ?
If we are to cleave together

As mother and son through life,
Give us our share of the burden;

Let us stand with you in the strife.
A nation is never a nation

Worthy of pride or place
Till the mothers have sent their firstborn

To look death on the field in the fiace.